ROVANIEMI, January 22nd,

JL O-DAY I am talking from Rovanierni, the little
town almost on the Arctic Circle* which in peace time
is one of the great tourist resorts of Finland, I made the last
stage of my journey from Helsinki in one of the large fleet
of cars belonging to the Swedish Volunteer Corps in
Finland. But that was the last part of an extraordinary
piece of good luck which I had on my trip north.

My travelling companion was a Swedish journalist who
also, as it happens, flew over with me from Stockholm to
Turku when I first arrived in this country over a fortnight
ago. Another big party of journalists had left Helsinki the
day before us to see the Swedish volunteers. We got
talking to a Danish cameraman on the train, and he said:
* If you really want to see the Swedes you'd better get off the

train at-----9 Well, of course I can't tell you the name of

the place. It was getting pretty dark by the time we reached
there, but anyway we got off the train and found our way
to the only hotel.

When we arrived we found it absolutely full of Swedish
officers and, by the greatest piece of good luck, my Swedish
friend found an officer he'd been at school with. This com-
pletely changed the complexion of things. The first thing
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